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is going over your Biga-Veda text. He has his own
MS. on one side, but does not open it, except occa-
sionally. He knows the whole Samhit& and Pada
texts by heart. I wish I could send you his photo-
graph, how he is squatting in my tent with his
TJpavlta (the sacred cord) round his shoulders, and
only a Dhoti round his middle, not a bad specimen
of our old Bishis.'

Think of that half-naked Hindu, repeating under
an Indian sky the sacred hymns which have been
handed down for three or four thousand years by
oral tradition. If writing had never been invented,
if printing had never been invented, if India had
never been occupied by England, that young Brah-
man, and hundreds and thousands of his countrymen,
would probably have been engaged just the same
in learning and saying by heart the simple prayers
first uttered on the Sarasvati and the other rivers
of the Penjab by Vasish^a, Visv&mitra, /Syav&sva,
and others. And here are we, under the shadow of
Westminster Abbey, in the very zenith of the in-
tellectual life of Europe, nay, of the whole world,
listening in our minds to the same sacred hymns,
trying to understand them (and they are sometimes
very difficult to understand), and hoping to learn from
them some of the deepest secrets of the human heart,
that human heart which is the same everywhere,
however widely we ourselves may be separated from
each other by space and time, by colour and creed.

This is the story I wished to tell you to-day. And
though it may have sounded to some of you like a
fairy-tale, believe me it is truer in all its details than
many a chapter of contemporary history.